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patient resignation, the quiet but unquenchable belief
in the divinity of his anointment, shine about him like
a dim aureole, as about a being of another world. Faded,
colourless, unreal, how is it that, as he closes the door
behind him, unattended, unannounced, this wraith of
kingship breathes such new humility about him? How
is it that he seems already to wear that "incorruptible
crown," in which not all his misfortunes and common
human errors could dim his belief? I wonder if the
author who merely wrote in his manuscript "Enter
Charles/' conceived such a spectacle of purged suffering
as Henry Irving presented at that moment? Or was it
created by the deep sympathy of the actor for human
error, evolved perhaps from the remembrance of some
moment of personal emotion when, like Charles, he,
too, had bitten the dust of disaster and touched the
depths of worldly ruin ?
Another picture comes back to my mind. Becket is
aware that he is doomed; that the King's men are
almost upon him; that in the struggle for his order he
has been defeated, and the work of his life is a failure.
His mind, in the few moments of mortal existence left
to him, wanders back to his mother's house; to the
little Norman maid who died of leprosy; to a half-
remembered picture of mother-love exemplified by a
water-fowl sitting on her stone-cold eggs; and there
appears before our eyes a vision of possible companion-
ship of which the death of the little Norman maid
perhaps had deprived him, and of which, at the moment
of solitude preceding his martyrdom, he stands so greatly
in need; a vision of the faith which kept the mother-hen
true to her instinct, in spite of the impossible.
Perhaps I may venture to say that no one can have
appreciated the delicacies, the subtleties of Irving's
work so keenly as those who had the privilege of acting
with him. I have seen, in the death-throes of the old
tyrant, * Louis XI,' his eyes positively glaze as the rigor
mortis froze into immobility the hands which he stretched
forth to clutch his crown for the last time. Again, when,